Magmonti  antr  ^gnee. 

Theodore.  Holy  St.  Michael,  preserve  me '.—Yonder  comes  th  > 
real  ghost ! — Oh,  what  would  I  give  to  be  safe  at  home,  and  in  a 
whole  skin  ! 
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REMARKS. 


3Rapmontt  anti  ties. 

The  story  of  Raymond  and  Agnes,  or  the  Bleeding  Nun,  is  intro¬ 
duced  as  an  episode  in  The  Monk ;  and  who  that  has  read  it  at  the 
witching  time  of  night,  has  not  beheld  the  candles  burn  blue  ? 

The  Baron  and  Baroness  of  Lindenberg  dispatch  the  immaculate 
Cunegonde,  a  dragon-faced  old  duenna,  accompanied  by  Conrad,  to 
bring  home  their  niece,  the  Lady  Agnes,  from  the  convent  of  St. 
Clare.  The  travellers  arrive  at  Madrid;  and,  after  an  affectionate 
parting  with  the  pious  sisterhood,  set  forward  on  their  journey 
through  the  great  forest  of  Lindenberg,  from  which  the  baron’s  cas¬ 
tle,  situated  on  its  borders,  takes  its  name.  At  the  same  place  and 
hour,  two  other  strangers  arrive — Don  Raymond  and  his  valet  Theo¬ 
dore.  A  momentary  glimpse  at  Agnes,  as  she  quits  the  convent 
gates,  makes  the  heart  of  the  youthful  Don  a  prisoner  for  life  ;  and, 
after  a  slight  repast — the  wing  of  a  lark  to  the  hungry  stomach  of  the 
half-famished  valet !— he  is  provided  with  a  trusty  guide  to  conduct 
him  through  the  dark  mazes  of  that  thick  forest,  about  which  so 
many  ghostly  legends  have  been  told.  Their  progress  is  not  long 
without  interruption  :  the  carriage  breaks  down,  but  a  lodging  is  at 
hand  j— a  poor  woodcutter,  one  Baptista,  and  his  two  hopeful  sons, 
live  in  a  hut  hard  by,  which,  though  humble  enough,  would  be  a 
God-send  in  their  present  extremity,  but  for  certain  drawbacks  of  a 
very  unquestionable  nature.  Plunder  and  assassination  are  carried 
on  wholesale  by  the  firm  of  Baptista,  Sons,  and  Company.;  of  which 
company  are  Claude,  the  postillion,  and  Marco,  the  landlord  of  a 
hotel  at  Madrid.  Marco  recommends  Claude  as  the  most  trusty  of 
guides  ;  and  Claude  always  contrives  to  let  the  carriage  break  down 
within  a  few  yards  of  his  co-partner  Baptista’s  dwelling ;  where,  on 
dark  nights,  a  blazing  fire,  a  hot  supper,  (if  the  traveller  be  not 
dispatched  before  he  can  eat  it !)  drugged  wine,  and  a  leash  of 
banditti,  welcome  the  stranger.  In  this  dreary  hovel  Don  Ray¬ 
mond  and  his  valet  take  shelter.  The  latter  is  conducted  to  his 
crib,  and  soon  sleeps  away  his  fright;  —  the  Don,  having  given  une¬ 
quivocal  signs  of  drowsiness,  at  last  drops  into  a  doze ;  the  dagger  of 
one  of  the  desperadoes  is  raised  to  stab  him,  when  Marguerette,  the 
unwilling  wife  of  Baptista,  and  one  of  the  victims  of  his  brutality, 
rouses  the  sleeper,  and  offers  to  conduct  him  to  his  room,  that  he 
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may  enjoy  a  short  repose  while  supper  is  preparing;  but  is  antici¬ 
pated  by  her  lynx-eyed  son-in-law,  who  volunteers  to  perform  the 
office  of  val et- de-cham bre  himself.  The  savage  physiognomy  and 
bearing  of  this  gentleman  have  not  entirely  won  the  confidence  of 
Don  Raymond;  and  when  the  Don  is  politely  requested  to  let  him 
take  care  of  his  sword,  his  suspicions  are  awakened,  and  he  more  re¬ 
solutely  resolves  to  keep  it.  Subsequent  events  in  that  fearful  cham- 
ber-the  mysterious  intimations  of  Marguerette,  the  blood-stained 
pillow  and  the  ruffian’s  repeated  intrusions,  convince  him  that  he 
has  been  entrapped  into  the  robber’s  den.  He  examines  the  win¬ 
dow  ;  ’tis  strongly  barred  ;  -  his  only  chance  of  escape  is  to  disguise 
his  fears,  and  watch  every  movement  of  Marguerette. 

On  his  descent  to  the  supper-room,  he  is  surprised  to  see  the  La  y 
Agnes  and  her  duenna  inmates  of  the  hovel.  But  their  guide,  bo- 
nest  Marco,  following  the  rogue’s  march  !  had  managed  to  become 
conveniently  deaf,  and  to  lose  his  way  within  a  stone’s  throw  of  head¬ 
quarters;  and  Claude,  expecting  company,  had  sallied  forth  with  his 
dark  lantern,  to  light  the  bewildered  travellers  to  their  doom.  Don 
Raymond  is  pressed  to  drink  ;  but  a  whisper  from  Marguerette  tells 
him  that  the  draught  is  drugged,  and  he  throws  it  secretly  on  the 
floor.  The  Lady  Agnes  tastes  the  wine,  and  its  narcotic  effects  are 
soon  apparent ;  for  she  suddenly  falls  into  a  deep  slumber.  The 
Don,  by  the  advice  of  Marguerette,  counterfeits  sleep,  and  one  of  the 
ruffians  hastens  to  dispatch  him,  when  Baptista  undertakes  that  part 


of  the  business  himself,  and  desires  his  sons  to  repair  to  the  forest, 
murder  the  attendants,  and  carry  off  the  baggage.  The  old  robber 
then  approaches  Lady  Agnes,  dagger  in  band;  Marguerette  gives  the 
signal;  Don  Raymond  starts  up  ;  a  desperate  struggle  ensues  ;  Bap¬ 
tists  drops  his  dagger,  and  again  receives  it,  driven  home  to  his 
heart,  by  the  hand  of  his  wife  !  Not  a  moment  is  to  be  lost ; 
the  Don  carries  Agnes  in  his  arms,  followed  by  his  servant  and  the 
terrified  duenna;  and,  led  by  Marguerette  through  the  secret  windings 
of  the  cavern  to  a  private  road,  reaches,  though  closely  pursued  by 
the  revengeful  ruffians,  the  castle  ot  Lindenberg  in  safety. 

Don  Raymond  now  assumes  the  name  of  Alphonso,  which,  being 
unknown  to  the  pompous  old  baron,  he  just  orders  master  and  man 
a  hasty  refreshment  in  tokep  of  his  gratitude,  and  then  bow's  them 
out  of  the  castle.  At  this  moment  a  ribbon,  to  which  is  attached  a 
letter,  is  seen  depending  from  the  window  of  Agnes.  ’Tis  an  ap¬ 
peal  to  the  professed  love  and  honour  of  Don  Raymond  to  save 
her  from  a  convent;  adding,  that  at  the  hour  of  one,  after  mid¬ 
night,  she  will  quit  her  chamber,  habited  after  the  fashion  of  the 
Bleeding  Nun;  a  disguise  that  will  be  certain  to  procure  her  free 
egress  from  the  castle.  Raymond  appears  at  his  post;  the  clock 
strikes ;  the  Bleeding  Nun  glides  forth  ;  he  follows  in  ecstasy ;  a 
drawn  dagger  warns  him  from  a  near  approach  ;  and  at  the  moment 
when  he  advances  to  embrace  the  unsubstantial  vision,  it  vanishes 
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into  thin  air,  but  not  without  leaving  the  following  injunction  in¬ 
scribed  in  glittering  characters  on  a  moonlight  bank:— “  Protect  the 
child  of  the  murdered  Agnes  !”  A  few  minutes  after  her  time  (Oh, 
the  advantages  of  punctuality!),  Agnes  appears,  and  is  not  a  little 
chagrined  to  find  that  there  is  no  Don  to  welcome  her.  Theodore, 
having  recovered  from  his  terrible  fright  at  the  strange  apparition, 
otters  the  quondam  ghost  his  services ;  when  their  old  friends,  the 
robbers,  reinforced  by  the  postillion,  rush  forth.  A  battle  ensues,  in 
which  Theodore  fights  valiantly ;  but  three  against  one  are  long 
odds :  he  is  overpowered,  and  Agnes  is  hurried  away  to  the  cave.— 
Here  the  rascals  throw  dice  for  the  fair  prisoner ;  and  Robert,  ever 
first  and  foremost  in  all  wickedness,  wins  the  prize.  The  nuptials 
are,  however,  marred  by  the  entrance  of  the  more  respectable  part  of 
the  dramatis  personae  ;  the  banditti  are  very  properly  pistolled  ;  and 
the  Bleeding  Nun  once  more  appears  in  a  bright  tiame  of  blue  fire, 
and  invokes  a  blessing  on  the  preserver  and  future  husband  of  her 
child. 

Few  pieces  have  been  received  with  more  favour  than  the  Bleeding 

Nun,  for  few  are  capable  of  producing  more  intense  melodramatic 
interest. 


STAGE  DIRECTIONS. 


The  Conductors  of  this  Work  print  no  Plays  but  those  which  they 
have  seen  acted.  The  Stage  Directions  are  given  from  personal  ob¬ 
servations,  during  the  most  recent  performances. 

R.  means  Right;  L.  Left;  C.  Centre;  R.  C.  Right  of  Centre. 
L.  C.  Left  of  Centre ;  D.  F.  Door  in  the  Flat,  or  Scene  running  across 
the  back  of  the  Stage;  C.  D.  F.  Centre  Door  in  the  Flat;  R.  D.  F. 
Right  Door  in  the  Flat ;  L.  D.  F.  Left  Door  in  the  Flat ;  R.  D.  Right 
Door;  L.D.  Left  Door;  S.  E.  Second  Entrance;  U.  E.  Upper  En 
trance. 

V  The  Reader  is  supposed  to  be  an  the  Stage,  facing  (he  Audience. 


©ast  of  tl;e  Characters, 

AS  performed  at  the  Theatres  Royal,  London. 

.  » V  as  o-7«i 


Covent  Garden. 
Mr.  Cooper. 
Mr.  F.  Vining. 
Mr.  F.  Sutton. 


English  Opera. 
Mr.  Rowbotham. 
Mr.  Webster. 
Mr.  Brown. 


Mr.  Walbourn. 


Don  Felix  . 

Don  Raymond  ( his  Son) 

Theodore  ( Servant  to  Raymond) 

Conrad  (a  Domestic  of  Linden -  j  Sutton. 

berg  Castle)  .  ■  •  '  r  Q  Sm}th.  Mr.  Salter. 

Baptista  Mr.  Grimaldi.  Mr.  T.  P.  Cooke. 

Robert  f  his  gons  l  ^  Banditti  >Mr  T  Blanchard  Mr.  Gounet. 
Jaques  t  J  M  Turnour.  Mr.  Fisher. 

Claude  {a  Postillion)  j  Mr.  lumum 

Marco  ( Master  of  an  Hotel,  and  "I  Mr_  t. Matthews  Mr.  Smith. 
ill  league  with  the  Banditti)  •  J 

.  Miss  Cawse.  Miss  Love. 

Cunegonde  (i her  Governante)  .  .  Mrs.  Davenport  Mrs.  Grove. 

Sister  Ursula  •  •  Miss  Smith.  Mrs.  Jerrold. 

Marguerette  ( Wife  of  Baptista)  Mrs.  W.  Vining  Mrs.  Chatter  ey. 


The  Bleeding  Nun 


Miss  Nicoll  Mrs.  Shaw. 


Srv.ivK — Snain. 


Costume. 


DON  FELIX. — Brown  Spanish  doublet  and  breeches  rich  splan- 

6 1  D O N AYAI ON  D°—  Light  blue  velvet  and  silver  tunic— white  vest 
and  tights— russet  boots — ruff—  sword  black  velvet  hat,  with  white 

0STHEODORE. -White  kerseymere  doublet,  vest,  and  pantaloons 
trimmed  with  blue  satin  and  black  velvet  binding-sword-russet 

b°CON RAD. —Yellow  doublet,  trunks,  and  vest,  trimmed  with  blue 
and  red  binding— blue  hose— russet  boots— collar  and  hat  to  match. 

BAPTISTA  — Brown  tunic,  vest,  and  trunks— red  hose  russe 
shoes—  gray  wig — black  hat  and  feathers -dagger,  &c. 

ROBERT.— Plum-coloured  ditto. 

CLAUDE.  —  Blue  jacket  —  yellow  vest  —  leather  breeches— large 

^MARCO*.— Salmon-cokmred^oub'let,  vest,  and  trunks,  trimmed 
with  blue  and  black  binding,  and  bell  buttons— blue  hose  russet 
shoes — collar — hat  and  feathers  to  match. 

AGNES. — First  dress  :  White  satin  slip,  over  a  white  leno  dress 
—white  hat  and  feathers-white  satin  shoes.  Second  dress :  Same 

as  the  Bleeding  Nun.  . 

CUNEGONDE. — Old-fashioned  bottle-green  dress,  with  point- 
lace  trimming — kerchief  and  apron— witches’-cut  hat— high-heeled 

shoes  • 

URSULA.— Monastic  black  dress,  with  a  large  white  covering  or 

cap  for  the  head.  ,  ,  _  .  .  , 

MARGUERETTE.— Dark -blue  stuff  body,  petticoat,  &c.,  trimmed 
with  red  binding — dark  shoes — a  blue  ribbon  run  through  the  hair. 

THE  BLEEDING  NUN.  — White  muslin  —  beads,  cross,  and 
dagger. 


RAYMOND  AND  AGNES 

OR,  THE  BLEEDING  NUN. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I.  —  A  Gothic  Library  —  a  table ,  with  pens, 

ink,  fyc.,  c. 

Music.  Don  Raymond  discovered  seated,  c.,  reading , 
Theodore  attending,  l. 

Ray.  Books  —  sweet  companions  of  my  retirement, 
equally  my  delight  and  solace,  farewell  !— The  commands 
oi  a  much -honoured  parent  tears  me  from  you  now.  Ah  ! 
shall  I  meet  in  that  gay  world  companions  at  once  so  in¬ 
nocent  and  so  instructive  ? 

The.  Oh,  yes,  sir,  if  you  like,  you  may  meet  with  whole 
folios  of  them,  perhaps  to  the  full  as  innocent,  and  cer¬ 
tainly  much  more  entertaining. 

Ray.  What,  than  books,  sirrah  ? 

The.  Yes,  signor,  living  books  ;  for  instance,  woman, 
that  lovely  index,  in  which,  though  the  student  may  some¬ 
times  discover  a  few  errata,  yet  he  is  always  sure  to  find 
those  beauties  which  compose  that  sublime  and  wondrous 
work,  called  Nature. 

Ray.  Well  said,  Theodore  ;  you  improve,  man. 

The.  Why,  yes,  signor ;  converse  with  the  ladies  does 
improve  a  man.  O’  my  conscience  1  they  can  instruct 
better  than  your  Homers,  Virgils,  Alexanders  the  Great, 
or  any  other  of  your  heathen  Greek  poets. 

Ray.  [Rising.]  Hush  !  here  comes  my  father. 

Music. — Enter  Don  Felix,  r. 

Fel.  Raymond,  my  son,  all  is  now  in  readiness  for  your 
departure  ;  the  hour  is  arrived  when,  for  the  first  time, 
you  quit  your  paternal  roof  without  a  guide,  without  a 
protector. 

The.  Then  I  am  not  to  accompany  my  dear  voun^ 
signor  ?  "  0 
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Fd.  Why,  how  now  ?  what  ails  thee,  knave  ? 

The.  Nothing,  my  lord  ;  only  I  have  a  kind  of  moisture 
in  my  eyes,  and  a  strange  sort  of  choking  in  my  throat, 
that’s  all. 

Fel.  Psha  ! — Most  certainly,  Theodore,  thou  shalt  ac¬ 
company  my  son. 

The.  Then  pray,  signor,  do  not  say  Don  Raymond  will 
be  without  a  protector.  I’m  not  sufficiently  acquainted 
with  the  road  we  are  going,  to  be  his  guide,  certainly  ; 
but  should  he  stand  in  need  of  protection,  depend  upon  it, 
signor,  I  will  give  it  him. 

Fel.  I  thank  thy  honest  zeal,  Theodore  ;  it  shall  not  be 
forgotten.  [Giving  Raymond  a  purse.]  My  son,  here  are 
two  thousand  pistoles  ;  they  will  amply  supply  your  wants 
for  some  months  ; — when  they  are  on  the  decline,  tear  not 
to  draw  upon  me  for  more. 

The.  If  he  should,  signor,  I’ll  put  him  in  remembrance 
of  it. 

Fel.  But  I  have  one  request  to  make,  Raymond;  ’ tis 
that  you  conceal  your  name  and  dignity.  As  Raymond, 
Count  de  la  Cisternas,  you  would  everywhere  be  received 
with  respect  and  adulation  ;  but  that  attention  would  be 
paid  to  your  rank,  not  to  your  worth.  Now,  as  Alphonso 
D’Alvarada,  the  name  I  mean  you  to  assume,  you  must 
rely  upon  your  own  merits  for  a  favourable  reception  from 
the  world. 

Ray.  I  hope,  sir,  I  shall  deserve  your  good  opinion. — 
Your  commands  shall  be  religiously  obeyed. 

Fel.  You  alone,  Theodore,  shall  accompany  my  son  ;  I 
can  depend  upon  your  attachment  and  fidelity. 

The.  I  have  served  him  from  my  cradle,  signor,  and 
never  yet  failed  in  my  duty  ;  and  if  you  find  me  changed 
on  our  return,  I  will  give  you  leave  to  hang  me  up  in  a 
cage  at  the  chateau,  and  show  me  as  a  travelled  monster. 

Fel:  No  more  professions  ;  we  waste  time.  The  car¬ 
riage  waits  which  is  to  bear  your  hence  ;  come,  my  son, 
you  must  away. 

[Music. — Exeunt ,  r. 

SCENE  II. — A  Street  in  Madrid — large  gates  leading  to 

a  Convent,  l.  id  e. — a  large  hotel ,  with  a  balcony  win¬ 
dow  over  the  door ,  r.  s.  e. 

Enter  Cunegondr  and  Conrad,  r. 

Cun.  (c.)  Holy  St.  Hilda !  what  a  distressing  journey 
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have  we  had  !  I  declare  the  Baron  and  Baroness  Linden- 
berg  have  no  more  respect  for  the  feelings  of  their  friends, 
than  it  they  imagined  they  were  made  of  rock  marble ; 
while,  Heaven  knows,  1  have  not  one  grain  of  adamant  in 
my  composition.  [Striking  Conrad  with  her  cane.]  Why, 
how  you  stand,  lout  I  Am  I,  after  my  fatigue,  to  expire 
in  the  street  for  want  of  refreshment?  Why  do  you  not 
knock  at  the  door  ?  [ Conrad  goes  towards  the  hotel,  r.] 

hy,  what  are  you  about,  sirrah  ?  —  Why  do  you  not  do 
as  I  order  you  ? 

.  Con.  (r.)  I  ra  going,  madam,  if  you’ll  only  give  me 
time. 

Cun.  Holy  St.  Bridget !  did  I  bid  you  go  to  the  hotel, 
sirrah  ? 

Con.  You  said  you  wanted  refreshment. 

Cun.  Grant  me  patience  !  and  you  thought  I  should  go 
to  a  tavern  for  it  ?  Do  you  imagine  such  a  place  fit  for  the 
immaculate  Cunegonde,  principal  domestic  to  the  Baron 
and  Baroness  Lindenberg,  and  governante  to  their  niece, 
the  young  and  beautiful  Agnes  ? 

Con.  I’m  sure  I  do  not  know,  madam. 

Cun.  Do  not  know  ! — Dolt !  knock  at  the  gates  of  the 
convent ! 

Con.  Yes,  madam. 

[Crosses  and  knocks  at  the  convent  gates. 

Enter  Ursula,  the  Porteress,  from  the  gates,  l.  3 d  e. — 
Cunegonde  and  Ursula  salute  each  other  ceremoniously . 

Cun.  Holy  sister,  I  wish  to  speak  with  the  pious  matron 
of  St.  Clare  ; — deliver  this  letter  to  her,  and  inform  her 
that  1  am  deputed  by  the  Baron  and  Baroness  Lindenberg 
to  take  home  their  niece,  the  boarder  Agnes. 

Urs.  The  inhabitants  of  the  convent  are  at  present  oc¬ 
cupied  in  some  religious  duties  in  honour  of  our  patroness, 
the  holy  St.  Clare.  If  you  will  enter  my  apartment,  as 
soon  as  they  are  finished,  you  shall  be  introduced  to  our 
pious  mother. 

Cun.  Willingly,  good  sister.  Follow  us,  Conrad  1 

Urs.  Your  pardon  :  the  servant  must  not  enter  ; — I  am 
shocked  at  the  idea  of  a  man’s  profaning  by  his  presence 
our  holy  walls. 

Cun.  Holy  sister,  pardon  my  inexperience.  I  respect 
the  purity  of  your  sentiments  :  ah  1  how  much  they  accord 
with  my  own  !  [ Conrad  being  close  at  her  elbow ,  r.,  she 
pushes  him  away.]  Conrad,  stand  further  off,  lest  we 
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should  be  contaminated  by  your  touch!  Wait  for  me  in 
the  street. 

[Exeunt  Ursula  and  Cuneyonde  through  the  convent 
gates — Conrad  retires  up,  R. 

Enter  Don  Raymond,  r.,  followed  by  Theodore,  car¬ 
rying  a  portmanteau. 

Ray.  (l.  c.)  At  length  we  are  arrived  in  Madrid.  — 
Knock  at  the  door  of  that  hotel ;  I  wish  for  a  little  re¬ 
freshment. 

The.  [Going  to  the  hotel ,  r.  s.  e.,  and  knocking  at  the 
door.]  And  a  large  quantity  would  not  be  amiss  for  your 
faithful  servant,  Theodore.  They  say  sorrow  is  dry; 
mine  has  made  me  hungry,  too. 

Ray.  And,  pray,  what  grief  weighs  so  heavy  upon  your 
spirits  ? 

The.  Love,  signor  —  love  for  my  little  black-eyed  An¬ 
nette  !  Ah  1  the  very  last  time  I  met  her,  in  the  long  cy¬ 
press  walk  by  moonlight,  at  the  back  of  the  chateau,  she 
smiled,  and  said  to  me - 

Enter  Marco  from  the  hotel,  r.  s.  e. 

Mar.  (r.  c.)  Who  the  devil  was  it  that  knocked  at  my 
door  ? 

The.  (c.)  Oh,  no  !  that  was  not  what  she  said  ! 

Ray.  (l.  c.)  Landlord,  I  require  some  refreshment ; 
and  can  you  obtain  for  me  a  guide  to  conduct  us  through 
the  forest  to  the  next  post  ? 

Mar.  Certainly  I  can,  signor.  If  you  will  only  give 
yourself  the  trouble  to  walk  into  my  house,  I  will  place 
before  you  wine  fit  for  an  emperor,  and  bring  you  the  king 
of  honest  fellows  for  a  guide. 

Ray.  Lead  the  way,  then. 

[Music. — Exeunt  into  the  hotel ,  r.  s.  e. 

Enter  Cunegonde,  Agnes,  and  Ursula,  through  the 
convent  gates,  l.  3 d  e. — Conrad  remains,  r.  u.  e. 

Cun.  (r.  c.)  Nay,  nay,  young  lady,  cheer  up  !  do  not 
let  your  spirits  be  so  depressed  at  parting  with  your  holy 
mother ; — recollect  the  kindness  of  your  aunt  and  uncle, 
the  Baroness  and  Baron  of  Lindenberg,  and  the  pleasures 
that  await  you  in  their  magnificent  castle. 

[Raymond  appears  in  the  balcony  of  the  hotel. 

Agnes,  (c.)  True,  good  Cunegonde  ;  but  to  the  dear 
abbess  of  St.  Clare  I  owe  the  affection  of  a  daughter :  she 
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has  to  me  supplied  the  place  of  that  mother  whom  I  lost 
m  m  ancy.  Can  I,  then,  part  with  her,  perhaps  for  ever, 
wi  out  regret  ?  And  you,  good  mother  Ursula,  never 
will  your  poor  Agnes  forget  your  kindness.  Farewell ! 

Urs.  Farewell,  my  child;  and  may  the  Holy  Virgin,  in 
net-  own  good  time,  wean  you  from  the  sinful  delights  of 

T™?’  aud  return  y°u  for  ever  to  the  peaceful  solitude 
ot  St.  Clare  !  Farewell ! 

f1  [Raymond  disappears  from  the  balcony. 

Cun.  Adieu,  dear  mother !  and  when  a  few  more  years 
are  passed  over  my  head,  I,  too,  may  leave  the  temptations 
o  mankind,  and  take  the  vows  of  eternal  virginity  within 

t  walls  of  St.  Clare.  [Music. — Agnes  and  Cunegonde 
take  an  affectionate  leave  of  Ursula,  who  exits  through  the 
convent  gates ,  closing  them  after  her.]  Conrad,  follow  us, 
but  keep  at  a  respectful  distance. 

[Exeunt  with  Agnes ,  r.,  followed  by  Conrad. 

Re-enter  Raymond  from  the  hotel. 

Ray.  [Looking  after  Agnes.]  What  a  divinity !  what  a 
shape  !  how  sweet  the  expression  of  her  full  dark  eyes 
Lovely  Agnes  !  never  shall  I  forget  this  interesting  mo- 
ment.  I  have  heard  my  father  mention  the  Baron  Lin- 
denberg  as  an  acquaintance  of  his  youthful  days.  [Call¬ 
ing.]  What,  ho  1  landlord  ! 


Re-enter  Marco  from  the  hotel ,  r.  s.  e. 

Pray,  landlord,  where  is  situated  the  chateau  of  the  Baron 
de  Lindenberg  ? 

Mar.  A  few  leagues  hence,  signor ;  on  the  borders  of 
the  forest  which  you  are  going  to  cross. 

Ray.  Flow  fortunate  !  Is  the  guide  ready  ? 

Mar.  He  is  waiting  your  honour’s  commands. 

Ray.  Send  him  to  me  with  my  servant.  I  must  in¬ 
stantly  depart. 

Mar.  [Calling  off.]  Hollo!  Claude!  Claude! 

Enter  Claude  from  the  hotel,  habited  as  a  postilion 
with  a  large  stiletto  in  his  girdle,  followed  by  Theo¬ 
dore. 

Here  is  the  gentleman  who  requires  your  services. 

[Marco  eyes  Raymond  with  marked  suspicion. 
Ray.  [To  Claude.]  I  wish  you  to  guide  us  through  the 
neighbouring  forest ;  the  road,  I’m  told,  is  both  intricate 

and  dangerous  :  do  you  know  it  sufficiently  to  conduct  us 
safely  ?  B 
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Claude,  (r.  c.)  Aye,  noble  signor ;  I  have  travelled 
every  part  of  the  forest  at  all  hours  for  these  last  thirty 
vears  ;  and  were  it  so  dark  that  you  could  not  see  your 
hand  before  you,  I  would  engage  not  to  take  you  an  inch 
out  of  the  way. 

Ray.  'Tis  well.  [ Going  up  to  Theodore ,  c.]  We  will 
depart  this  instant. 

Claude.  [ Apart  to  Marco.']  These  are  a  couple  of  gud¬ 
geons.  whom  it  will  not  take  much  trouble  to  delude.  — 
By  their  appearance,  they  seem  to  have  more  money  than 
brains.  [To  Raymond.]  This  way,  if  you  please;  the 
chaise  is  quite  ready,  my  lord. 

[Music.  —  Exeunt  Claude ,  Raymond,  and  Theodore, 
r. — Marco  into  the  hotel,  r.  s.  e. 

SCENE  III. — A  thick  Forest. — Night. 

Enter  Baptista,  listening  for  travellers,  R. 

Bap.  Not  the  least  sound  strikes  my  ear  ;  —  where  can 
my  comrades  loiter  ?  It  is  now  night,  and  since  the  day 
has  closed,  not  one  of  my  band  has  met  my  sight.  I  am 
left,  like  the  wolf,  to  prowl  alone  and  seek  my  prey :  like 
him,  I  am  driven  from  mankind,  and,  like  him,  make  re¬ 
prisals  upon  those  whose  ill  fortune  throws  them  in  my 
power.  [A  whistle  is  heard  without,  l.  —  he  answers  it.] 
Hark ! 

[Music. — A  smack  of  a  whip,  and  crash  of  a  chaise 
breaking  down,  heard  without,  l. — Exit  Baptista, 
rejoicing,  r. 

Enter  Claude,  Raymond,  and  Theodore,  l. 

The.  Oh,  dear!  oh,  dear! — Well,  of  all  the  unlucky 
accidents  which  could  befall  us,  sure  this  is  the  most  un¬ 
fortunate  !  Our  chaise  to  break  down  with  us  in  the  mid¬ 
dle  of  a  thick  forest  at  midnight !  Had  I  been  the  guide 
myself,  I  could  not  have  done  a  more  foolish  thing. 

Claude.  It  was  no  fault  of  mine  ;  I  have  not  brought 
you  out  of  the  road  ;  and  if  the  axle-tree  of  the  chaise 
thinks  proper  to  give  way,  am  I  to  blame  for  that  ? 

Ray.  A  truce  with  altercation  ; — since  the  accident  has 
happened,  think  how  we  best  may  remedy  it.  Is  there 
any  village  near  the  spot  where  we  may  hope  to  get  the 
carriage  repaired  ? 

Claude.  No,  signor ;  the  nearest  place  is  that  we  have 
just  left ;  and  it  is  impossible  to  drag  the  broken  vehicle 
so  far  in  the  dark. 
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;™  -« a  -iri.  a;  iz 

assistance.0  fi"d  h‘S  W“y  back  t0  Madrid-  “>’<*  «tum  with 

of  Ve“  forestland  ’  PerhapS’  '0Se  myself  in  the  “WcMie. 
^  ,  Vi?  ’  d  your  master>  waiting  here  for  me  be 

7Z  TW  ?aSS  the  ni-ht  in  the  open  air.  '  6 

Ihe.  Tha„  he  must  do,  I  fear,  at  all  events  •  and  mv 
proposal  is  the  only  chance  we  have  of  escape.  ’  7 

Claude.  No,  no;  not  so  bad  off  as  that,  neither.  A 
w  paces  hence  there  is  a  wood-cutter’s  cottage  • _ Hip 

"“7  1S  a  fl'iendIy’  honest  feIIow»  and  I  dare  say  he 
wdl  wdhngly  give  us  a  night’s  lodging.  7 

then  7  Reafw4  f®nJT  you  must  be  to  P^le  us  so, 

'  e  ,  a  y\  my  good  friend,  your  skull  is  of  a  verv 

before^h 6  th,CkneS3'  Why  r>»  tUnk  of  2 

Claude.  So  I  did;  but  as  my  friend  is  poor  and  his 
accommodations  not  what  the  signor  has  been  used  to  I 
thought  he  would  not  accept  the  offer  ’ 

.  Ral  If  yof  friend  will  afford  us  shelter  till  the  morn 

rewardTtoforr  “  bC’  ‘  Sha“  b°th  thal‘k  «■><» 

Claude.  He  will  look  for  no  reward,  signor  -  he  is  a 
well-meanmg  fellow ;  and  whatever  it  is  in  hTs  power  to 
give,  you  will  be  heartily  welcome  to. 

The.  St.  Antony  be  praised  !  Then  we  have  escaned 
an  adventure  for  this  night,  however.  escaped 

Claude.  [Aside  Perhaps  you  have  met  with  one  you 
little  expected.  [2o  Raymond.]  Follow  me,  signor.  7 

[Exeunt,  r. 

SCENE  IV.  —A  Wood  — a  Cottage,  l.  c.»._«  candle 
seen  burning  in  the  chamber  window. 

Music  .—Enter  Baptista,  r.,  but  seeing  the  travellers 

toZflllL  oloeee  the 

Enter  Claude,  Raymond,  and  Theodore,  r. 

Ctaude  Here  signor,  is  the  house  I  spoke  of-  and 
see  my  honest  friend  has  not  yet  retired  to  rest,  for  the 
candle  is  still  burning  in  his  cottage, 

Aty.  Kinock-,  Theodore  ;  the  wind  blows  sharp  and  cold. 

[  Theodore  crosses  at  the  back,  and  knocks  at  the  cot- 
tage  door. 
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Claude,  (r.)  Ay,  ay,  signor,  I  warrant  honest  Baptista 
has  a  blazing  fire,  which  will  soon  warm  your  benumbed 
joints.  There  is  no  scarcity  of  wood  in  this  part  of  the 

world. 

The.  (l.)  You  may  say  that  with  justice :  we  are  now 
lost  in  one,  through  choosing  a  guide,  whose  head,  I  sus¬ 
pect,  is  made  of  the  same  materials. 

Ray.  (c.)  Peace,  T  eodore,  and  knock  again. 

The.  I  will  try  again  ;  but  1  believe  the  people  are  all 
dead,  or  fast  asleep.  [ Knocking .]  Hollo!  within  there  1 

Baptista.  [Putting  his  head  out  of  the  window. ] 
Hollo  !  without  there  ! — Who  knocks  so  loud  at  this  late 
hour  ? 

Claude,  (c.)  It  is  I,  friend  Baptista.  A  gentleman, 
whose  carriage  has  broken  down  in  the  forest,  wishes  for  a 
night’s  lodging  :  can  you  accommodate  him  and  his  ser¬ 
vant  ? 

Bap.  Ah,  is  it  you,  honest  Claude  ?  Wait  a  moment, 
and  I’ll  be  with  you.  [Retires  from  the  window. 

Claude.  I  told  you,  signor,  we  should  find  a  hearty 
welcome. 

Re-enter  Baptista  from  the  cottage ,  l.  c.  f. 

Bap.  [To  Claude.']  Ah,  my  old  friend '.  I’m  glad  to  see 
you.  [To  Raymond,  with  affected  cordiality.]  Walk  in, 
signor ;  you  are  welcome  to  what  refreshment  my  poor 
hovel  can  afford.  I  hope  you  will  excuse  my  not  open¬ 
ing  the  door  before  ;  but  this  forest  is  infested  with  a 
desperate  gang  of  banditti,  and  I  was  fearful  it  might  be 
some  of  them,  who  had  perceived  a  light  through  my  cot¬ 
tage  window.  Truly,  signor,  you  were  fortunate  in  having 
my  friend  Claude  with  you,  or  you  would  have  run  some 
risk  of  falling  into  their  clutches.  But  come,  enter,  sig¬ 
nors  ;  believe  me,  you  are  heartily  welcome. 

[Exeunt  into  the  cottage. 

SCENE  V.  — Inside  of  a  mean  Cottage — stairs,  r.  3 d  e. 
— a  fire-place ,  l.  s.  e.  —  a  door,  r.  f.  —  a  cupboard, 
l.  c.  f.  — a  coicch,  with  an  infant  asleep,  R.  s.  e.  —  a 
table,  l.  c. — chairs  and  stools. 

Margukrette  discovered  watching  the  child,  r. 

Mar.  Sweet  babe  1  thou  sleep’  st  unconscious  of  the 
pangs  which  rend  thy  mother’s  heart.  Alas  !  that  I  should 
be  driven  to  curse  the  father  of  my  child — a  fiend  unworthy 
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of  the  name  of  man  !  By  brutal  force  he  made  me  his  ; 
by  torce  detains  me  here,  to  witness  deeds  of  horror,  that 
harrow  up  my  soul!  [Kneeling.]  All  gracious  Heaven, 
hear  my  prayer  1  For  three  long  years  have  I  groaned  be¬ 
neath  a  weight  of  guilt :  oh  !  release  me  from  it,  and  so¬ 
lemnly  do  1  promise  to  dedicate  this  infant  to  thy  service  ! 

y1  \  niay  the  piety  of  his  future  life  wash  away  the  infamy 
ol  his  birth  1  J 

[Music.  She  kisses  the  infant,  and  slowly  ascends 
the  stairs,  k.  3d  e. 


Enter  Baptista,  Raymond,  and  Theodore,  carrxjing  a 
portmanteau,  r.  d.  f. 

Bap.  You  see,  signor,  my  hovel,  as  I  told  you,  is  poor, 
but  comfortable  ;  and  such  as  it  is,  you  are  welcome. — 
1  ray  be  seated,  and  my  wife  shall  bring  you  some  refresh¬ 
ment.  [Calling.]  Marguerette  !  Marguerette,  I  say  I 

Re-enter  Marguerette,  r. 

Mar.  [Aside.]  Ha!  another  victim  ! 

Lap.  Mhy,  what  are  you  about,  wife?  Don’t  you  see 
that  we  have  strangers  ?  Come,  stir  about,  and  get  some¬ 
thing  ready  tor  supper  ;  the  gentleman  is  half  famished  • 
and  it  my  old  friend  Claude  had  not  brought  him  here  he 
must  have  passed  the  night  in  the  forest. 

Mar.  [Sorrowfully.]  Would  to  heaven  that  he  had 
passed  it  anywhere  but  beneath  this  roof! 

Bap.  [Angrily.]  How ! 

Ray.  lour  pardon;  let  not  my  presence  create  dispute 
If  our  company,  my  good  friend,  be  displeasing  to  your 
wife,  we  will  instantly  quit  your  hospitable  roof. 

Bap.  No,  no,  signor,  heed  her  not;  she  is  crabbed  and 

hasty,  but  she  will  make  you  welcome  notwithstanding _ 

will  you  not,  my  old  lass  ?  [Apart  to  her.]  Another  word 
and  [Showing  a  dagger.]  I  will  use  effectual  means  to 
silence  you ! 

Mar.  1 Aside.]  What  shall  I  do  ?  My  soul  sickens  with 
horror  at  the  frequent  scenes  of  blood  which  stain  this 
guilty  spot ! 

Bap.  Where  can  Robert  and  Jaques  loiter  ?  The  night 
is  dark,  and  I  am  apprehensive  that  they  may  meet  with 
evil-disposed  people  in  the  forest. 

Mar.  Oh,  fear  not :  they  cannot  meet  with  any  worse 
disposed  than  themselves. 

b  3 
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Bap.  [Apart  to  her ,  fiercely .]  Marguerette  !  [To  Ray¬ 
mond .]  They  are  my  sons,  signor,  by  a  former  marriage  ; 
therefore  my  wife  esteems  them  not,  though  they  are  two 
as  fine  young  men  as  any  this  day  in  Spain  ;  rather  rough 
and  unpolished,  to  be  sure,  but  honest. 

The.  [Gaping.]  Yaw!  yaw! 

Bap.  You  seem  sleepy,  signor.  You  can  lie  down  on 
the  bed  while  my  wife  prepares  supper,  if  you  choose  it. 
The.  With  all  my  heart. 

Bap.  Wife,  show  the  young  man  to  his  chamber — the 
small  one  :  [Significantly.]  you  understand  me  ? 

Mar.  I  am  busy. 

Bap.  Well,  if  you  are,  you  still  have  time  enough  to  do 
as  I  order  you.  Come  ! 

[Music. — He  gives  Marguerette  a  lamp ,  and  she  as¬ 
cends  the  stairs  sullenly,  followed  by  Theodore. 

Enter  Robert  and  Jaques,  r.  d.  f. — they  start  on  seeing 
Raymond ,  and  place  their  hands  on  their  daggers — Bap¬ 
tist  a  throws  himself  between  them,  to  prevent  Ray¬ 
mond's  observing  them. — Re-enter  Marguerette  down 
the  stairs. 

Bap.  (c.)  My  sons,  signor  ;  they  were  somewhat  sur¬ 
prised  at  seeing  a  stranger,  but  they  will  be  proud  to  pay 
their  respects  to  you. 

Ray.  [Coming  forward,  and  sitting  l.]  I  am  glad  they 
have  arrived  in  safety  ;  though  I  perceive  they  travel  well 
armed. 

Rob.  (r.  c.)  Why,  yes,  signor ;  it  is  a  precaution  we 
are  used  to,  though  I  believe  needless  ;  for  I  never  yet  was 
molested. 

Jaques.  (r.  corner .)  May  be  so  ;  but  no  person  can 
tell  what  may  befall  him,  even  when  he  thinks  himself 
most  secure. 

[Music.  —  Raymond  dozes — Robert  goes  cautiously 
behind,  and  attempts  to  stab  him — Marguerette  ad¬ 
vances  quickly,  and  prevents  him. 

Mar.  [Shaking  Raymond  on  the  shoulder.]  Signor,  you 
are  fatigued  :  come,  1  will  conduct  you  to  your  chamber. 
Ray.  I  thank  you  ; — an  hour’s  rest  will  refresh  me. 
Mar.  And  in  that  time  your  supper  will  be  ready  for 
you.  Come,  signor. 

[Music. — She  takes  the  candle,  and  prepares  to  show 
him  the  way,  when  Robert,  who  has  observed  her 
with  suspicion,  snatches  the  candle  from  her. 
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Rob.  Mother,  I  will  show  the  gentleman  to  his  room  ; 
do  you  remain  below.  [To  Raymond.]  Come,  signor  ;  lie 
down  and  refresh  yourself,  and  before  your  supper  is 
ready,  my  life  on’t  you  will  be  quite  another  man. 

[Music.  —  Marguerette  slips  up  the  stairs  unper¬ 
ceived —  Raymond  ascends ,  lighted  by  Robert. — 
Exeunt  Baptista  and  Jaques ,  r.  d.  f. 

SCENE  VI. — A  Wood,  and  outside  of  Baptista' s  Cottage , 

as  before. 

Enter  Baptista  and  Jaques  from  the  cottage ,  l.  c.  f. 

Jaq.  I  am  doubtful  of  Marguerette,  father;  methinks 
she  seems  but  little  disposed  to  aid  our  intentions. 

Bap.  True  ;  but  she  dare  not  counteract  them  ;  for  she 
knows  her  own  life  would  be  the  forfeit.  You  say  there 
are  two  thousand  pistoles  in  the  portmanteau  ? 

Jaq.  So  the  servant  boasted  at  the  inn. 

Bap.  Well,  then,  success  to  the  division  of  the  booty  ! 

Jaq.  Division! — Why,  is  the  landlord  to  have  any  share 
of  it  ? 

Bap.  To  be  sure  he  is  ;  his  assistance  is  necessary  to — 

Jaq.  Why,  I  rather  think  it  too  bad  that  we  are  to  have 
all  the  trouble  and  risk,  and  he  all  the  comfort  and  profit. 

Bap.  For  shame,  son  !  how  can  you  be  so  selfish  !  We 
have  bound  ourselves  by  oath,  and  we  have  never  been 
mean  enough  to  violate  it.  Consider  our  honour  ; — let  us 
always  act  with  justice  and  humanity.  By  the  bye,  while 
Robert  is  dispatching  the  master,  I  think  you  had  better 
go  and  rob  the  servant ;  —  it  will  be  pastime  till  supper  is 
ready. 

Jaq.  But  about  this  division — I  can’t  see - 

Bap.  Silence,  boy! — Would  you  bring  disgrace  upon 
our  family  ?  Go  and  do  as  I  order  you. 

[Exeunt  into  the  cottage. 

SCENE  VII.  —  A  miserable  Chamber  in  the  Cottage — a 

door,  r.  f.  —  a  window,  with  iron  bars,  c.  f.  — a  bed , 

l.  3 d  e.,  with  a  chair  and  table  close  to  it. 

Marguerette  discovered  looking  it  at  the  door. 

Mar.  What  can  I  do  ?  how  can  I  preserve  him  ?  They 
are  ascending  the  stairs  :  I  must  be  quick.  I  dare  not 
show  myself.  Ha  !  the  pillow  !  [She  draws  off  the  case, 
and  the  pillow  appears  bloody.]  Should  he  perceive  it, 
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stained  as  it  is 
have  fallen  by 


with  the  blood  of  numerous  victims,  who 
Robert’s  murderous  hands,  it  will  at  least 


put  him  on  his  guard.  _ 

Robert.  [ Without ,  r.  u.  e.]  This  way,  signor. 

[ Marguerette  conceals  herself  behind  the  bed  curtains. 


Enter  Robert  and  Raymond,  d.  f. 

Rob.  [ Placing  the  light  on  the  table.']  Here  is  your 
bed,  signor ;  you  will  not  be  the  first  stranger  that  has 

slept  in  it— aye,  and  soundly,  too.  _ 

Raxj.  I  do  not  doubt  it.  If  you  will  retire,  I  will  endea¬ 
vour  to  get  a  little  repose. 

Rob.  Aye,  aye,  1  will  leave  you  ;  and  if  you  please  to 
give  me  vour  sword,  I  will  take  care  of  it  for  you. 

Ray.  My  sword  ! 

Rob.  Aye,  your  sword:  you  can  have  no  use  tor  it 
while  you  sleep. 

Ray.  [ Pointedly .]  True  ;  and,  while  I  sleep,  what  use 
can  you  have  for  it  ? 

Rob.  [Aside.]  Confusion  I  [Hesitating.]  Me !  —  Oh, 
ah  i — me  1  Certainly,  none.  I  offered  out  of  civility  to 
take  care  of  it  for  you :  if  you  do  not  choose  to  part  with 
it,  that’s  another  thing. 

Ray.  I  certainly  shall  not  part  with  it. 

Rob.  [Crossing  to  r.]  Oh,  very  well ;  as  you  please  ; 
we  are  in  no  want  of  arms,  though  I  think  your  refusal 
has  an  odd  appearance  ; — but  do  as  you  like.  [Exit,  n.  f. 

Ray.  I  like  not  the  youth  who  has  just  now  left  me  ;  his 
ferocious  glance  chills  my  blood.  The  remembrance,  too, 
of  the  lovely  Agnes  employs  my  busy  fancy.  [Lying  down 
on  the  bed.]  I  will  endeavour,  by  a  short  repose,  to  chase 
away  my  gloomy  apprehensions. 

Music. — Re-enter  Robert,  d.  f. — he  advances  cautiously 

towards  the  bed  with  a  drawn  dagger — Marguerette, from 

behind  the  curtains,  shakes  Raymond,  who  starts  up. 

Ray.  [Leaping  forward,  and  seizing  Robert  by  the  col¬ 
lar.]  How  is  this  ? — What  has  brought  you  here  ? 

Rob.  [Panic  struck,  and  hesitating.]  I — I — 1  came  to 
fetch — the  lamp. 

Ray.  [Firmly.]  Let  it  remain. 

Rob.  Cannot  you  sleep  in  the  dark  ? 

Ray.  I  do  not  choose  to  be  left  without  a  light. 

Rob.  It’s  wanted  below. 

Ray.  Then  I  will  go  down,  too. 
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Rob.  No,  no,  stay  where  you  are ;  my  mother  is  busy, 
and  don’t  want  to  be  troubled  with  you.  She  sent  me  for 
the  lamp,  but  she  must  do  without  it.  [Aside,  going.] 
Curses  light  on  him  !  ^Exit>  D<  F. 

[Raymond  follows  Robert  to  the  door. 
Mar.  [Coming  forward,  c.]  The  blood-thirsty  villain  I 
Ray.  [Starting .]  Ha  !  how  did  you  enter? 

Mar.  Hush  !  one  word,  and  you  are  lost  for  ever  I  I 
wish  to  save  you.  Examine  the  pillow  of  your  bed.  [Gs- 

iug  towards  the  door.]  The  wretch  who  has  just  left 
you - 


Re-enter  Robert,  d.  f.,  meeting  her  —  they  are  mutually 
struck  with  surprise. 

Rob.  What  brought  you  here  ? 

Mar.  [ Faltering .]  I — I  came — to — to - 

Rob.  To  do  what  ?  —  Why  do  you  hesitate  ?  [With  sa¬ 
vage  impatience .]  What  was  your  errand  here  ? 

Mar.  Why  do  you  ask?  [A  pause — then  recollecting 
herself ,  and  drawing  a  cap  from  her  bosom.]  See  you  not 
this  cap  ?  I  brought  it  for  the  stranger. 

Rob.  [Snatching  it  from  her.]  It  may  be  so.  You  are 
wanted  below.  [Throwing  it  to  Raymond.]  There's  tlie 
cap.  [To  Marguerelte.]  Now,  come  with  me;  I  know 
not  any  business  which  you  can  have  with  the  stranger. — 
Come,  I  say  !  [Eocit,  forcing  her  out,  d.  f. 

[Music. — Raymond  hurries  to  the  bed,  seizes  the  pil¬ 
low,  and  seems  horror-stricken. 

Ray.  [Drawing  his  sword,  and  rushing  to  the  window, 
c.  F.J  Ha  !  the  window  secured  !  Then  am  I  in  a  den  of 
robbers  !  but  my  good  sword  is  still  left  for  my  protection, 
and  I  will  not  part  with  life  unless  it  be  dearly  purchased, 
lootsteps  again  !  I  will  feign  to  sleep,  yet  keep  good 
guard  against  the  assassin’s  steel  ! 

[Music.  —  He  goes  softly  to  the  door,  and  listens — 
then  retires  to  the  bed,  and  lays  down  upon  his 
sivord. 


Re-enter  Robert,  d.  f.,  folloivea  by  Marguerette, 
watching  him — he  advances  to  the  bed,  and  is  about  to 
stab  Raymond,  when  Marguerette  overturns  the  table, 
and  retreats  hastily  behind  the  door. 

Ray.  [Starting  up,  and  holding  his  sword  to  Robert’s 
breast.]  Why  am  I  thus  continually  disturbed  ? — Wrhat 
can  be  the  reason  of  this  second  intrusion  ? 


RAYMOND  AND  AGNES. 


22 


[act  I. 


Rob.  [Surlily.]  Supper  is  on  the  table :  if  you  wish 
for  any,  come  down ;  if  you  don’t,  stay  here  and  sleep. 

Ray.  That  I  find  to  be  impossible :  you  will  not  leave 
me  a  moment  to  myself. 

Rob.  I  come  not  without  a  cause.  I  will  carry  the 
lamp  and  your  sword  for  you. 

Ray.  I  have  already  told  you  I  do  not  choose  to  part 

with  it. 

Rob.  You  are  strangely  suspicious,  methinks.  If  you 
will  carry  one,  then  you  may  carry  both.  I  shall  not  wait 
here  for  you  till  the  supper  is  cold.  [Exit,  d.  f. 

Ray.  How  horrible  is  my  situation  !  Their  intent  is 
clear — they  aim  at  my  life  1  How  shall  I  act  ? 

Mar.  [Coming  forward ,  R.]  Signor,  your  life  is  for  the 
present  preserved  :  betray  not  the  least  suspicion,  or  you 
will  instantly  be  sacrificed  ! 

Ray.  My  generous  preserver  !  how  is  it  I  meet  you  an 
associate  with  such  monsters  ? 

Mar.  There  is  no  time  for  explanation  :  necessity,  not 
choice,  has  made  me  what  I  am.  Yet  will  I  save  your  life, 
or  perish  with  you.  [Taking  up  the  lamp.]  Follow  me  ! 

[Exeunt,  d.  f.,  Marguerette  encouraging  Raymond 
to  follow  her. 

SCENE  VIII.  — A  thick  Wood.— Moonlight. 


Enter  Cunegonde  and  Agnes,  l.,  followed  by  Conrad 

and  Marco. 


Cun.  Holy  St.  Bridget,  defend  me  !  Sure  our  troubles 
are  never  to  have  an  end  !  Who  could  have  suspected 
such  a  misfortune  ?  Why,  the  road  from  the  convent  of 
St.  Clair  to  the  castle  of  Lindenberg  is  as  plain  as  the 
nose  on  one’s  face ;  and  yet  this  stupid,  deaf  fool  of  a 
guide  contrived  to  lose  it  1 

Agnes.  Patience,  dear  Cunegonde  ! — By  your  loud  com¬ 
plaints,  you  only  aggravate  the  danger  of  our  situation. — 
Should  the  forest,  as  we  are  informed,  be  the  haunt  of 
banditti - - 

Cun.  Banditti!  [Crying.]  Oh,  dear!  oh,  dear! — O  that 
I  had  dedicated  myself  to  a  life  of  perpetual  virginity  in 
the  holy  convent  of  St.  Clair  !  —  Then  should  I  have  es¬ 
caped  the  dangers  with  which  my  innocence  is  surrounded  ! 
[To  Marco.]  And  you,  sirrah,  what  can  you  say  for  your¬ 
self? —  How  can  we  get  out  of  the  dilemma  you  have 
brought  us  into  ? 
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Mar.  [To  Conrad ,  affecting  deafness.']  Eh?  what?  — 
Did  her  ladyship  address  herself  to  me  ? 

Cun.  Certainly  her  ladyship  did.  Was  ever  poor  go- 
vernante  so  plagued  with  idiots  and  knaves  as  myself  ? — 
And  you,  Conrad,  why  you’re  stupid — absolutely  petrified. 
What  is  to  be  done  ?  what  course  are  we  next  to  take  ? 

Con.  Really,  madam,  I  cannot  tell. 

Mar.  [Aside.]  What  can  have  become  of  the  band  ? 

Agnes.  [Looking  off,  r.]  Be  of  good  heart,  madam.  I 
surely  espied  the  form  of  a  man  passing  down  the  close 
walk  to  the  right. 

Cun.  [Screaming .]  Ha  !  a  man  !  a  robber  1  Oh,  holy 
St.  Clair,  protect  me  ! — me,  one  of  the  most  virtuous  of 
thy  votaries  ! — Oh,  save  me  from  his  unhallowed  touch  l 

[Clings  round  the  neck  of  Conrad. 

Enter  Claude,  with  a  dark  lantern,  r. 

Claude.  [Aside.]  Methought  I  heard  female  voices.  — 
Ha !  Marco  here  !  Then  I  know  my  cue.  [Advancing .] 
Who  goes  there  ?  Ah,  ladies  !  I  entreat  your  pardon  ; 
but  hearing  voices,  I  feared  it  might  be  some,  whose  evil 
designs  caused  them  to  wander  in  the  forest. 

Cun.  [Trembling  behind  Conrad.]  Oh  1  oh  !  oh  I 

Agnes.  We  are  wanderers  through  misfortune,  not  in¬ 
tention.  Crossing  the  forest  from  Madrid  to  the  castle  of 
Lindenberg,  our  servant  and  guide  have  deviated  from  the 
path.  If  you  can  assist  us  in  regaining  the  road,  you  shall 
be  amply  rewarded  for  your  service. 

Claude.  That,  lady,  is  not  in  my  power ;  I  am  ignorant 
of  the  road  you  mention  ; — but  there  is  an  honest  peasant, 
whose  cottage  stands  but  a  few  paces  hence,  who  will  not 
only  give  you  shelter  till  the  morning,  but,  for  a  trifling 
recompense,  lead  you  beyond  the  intricacies  of  the  forest. 

Cun.  [Crossing  to  Claude.]  Oh  1  take  us  thither  in¬ 
stantly,  young  man.  You  are  the  guardian  angel  sent  to 
preserve  my  life  1 

Claude.  Bless  you,  madam,  I’m  no  angel! — I’m  only  a 
poor  devil,  who  earns  a  livelihood  by  felling  timber  in  the 
forest ; — but  I  will  conduct  the  young  lady,  if  you  have 
no  objection.  I  suppose,  madam,  you  are  her  mother. 

Cun.  What  ?  mother  !  Pray,  sir,  look  in  my  face,  and 
tell  me  if  there  are  any  lines  in  it  which  indicate  my  being 
the  mother  of  a  girl  like  that  ? 

Claude.  I  ask  your  pardon  for  the  mistake,  madam  :  I 
now  perceive  you  are  her  grandmother. 


24  RAYMOND  AND  AGNES.  [ACT  I. 

Cun.  Pooh  1  grandmother,  indeed  !  at  my  time  of  life- 
in  the  blossom  of  my  days  1  I  am  her  governante,  it  is 
true,  though  there  is  very  little  difference  in  our  ages. — 
But  which  path  must  we  pursue  to  the  cottage  you  men¬ 
tioned  ? 

Claude.  That  by  which  I  came  hither.  If  you  please,  I 
will  return  with  you,  and  show  you  the  spot. 

Cun.  With  all  my  heart.  Come,  Lady  Agnes.  Mo¬ 
ther,  forsooth  !  We  are  in  a  hopeful  situation,  truly,  with 
one  guide  as  deaf  as  a  post,  and  t’other  as  blind  as  a  bat '. 

Claude.  [To  Conrad.']  Come,  comrade  ;  bear  the  light, 
and  on  before  us. 

[Exeunt,  r.,  Conrad  taking  the  lantern ,  and  lighting 
Agnes  and  Cunegonde,  who  are  followed  by  Claude 
and  Marco ,  making  significant  signs  to  each  other. 

SCENE  IX.  —  The  Lower  Room  in  Baptista's  Cottage , 

as  before. 

Music. — Baptista  and  Jaques  discovered. 

Enter  Robert  down  the  stairs,  r.  3d  e. 

Bap.  [To  Robert.]  What  success,  my  lad? 

Jag.  Is  he  dispatched  ? 

Rob.  No.  I  believe  all  the  fiends  of  hell  are  in  league 
against  me.  Curses  oa  the  officious  Marguerette  l  She 
has  more  than  once  prevented  me.  Why  did  you  not  de¬ 
tain  her  below  ? 

Bap.  No  matter.  You  will  mar  all  by  your  impetuo¬ 
sity  :  slow  and  sure  is  my  maxim.  When  he  sleeps,  it 
may  be  done  without  difficulty. 

Jaq.  Hush  1  they  come. 

Music. — Enter  Raymond  down  the  stairs,  followed  by 
Marguerette,  carrying  a  lamp,  which  she  places  on 
a  shelf.  —  A  knocking  heard  at  the  door,  r.  f. — Bap¬ 
tista  opens  it. 

Enter  Claude,  conducting  in  Agnes  and  Cunegonde. 
Bap.  How  now  ? 

Ray.  [Aside.]  By  all  that’s  lovely !  ’tis  the  very  angel 
that  I  beheld  from  the  hotel  quitting  the  convent  at  Ma¬ 
drid  ! 

Claude.  Don’t  be  alarmed,  friend  Baptista.  This  lady 
and  her  attendants  have  lost  their  road  in  the  forest ; — I 
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fortunately  chanced  to  meet  with  them,  and  assured  them 
ot  finding  a  welcome  at  your  cottage. 

Bap.  [. Hesitating .]  Why,  yes  ;  but  you  know  we  have 
already  this  gentleman  and  his  servant ; — our  beds  are  full. 

Agnes.  How  unfortunate  ! 

llay.  Nay,  gentle  lady,  let  not  that  distress  you:  such 
accommodations  as  wrere  meant  for  me,  are  at  your  ser¬ 
vice,  it  you  will  deign  to  accept  them. 

Aynes.  Signor,  1  thank  your  courtesy. 

Ray.  Fair  lady,  1  deserve  no  thanks.  [ Leading  her  to 
the  fire-place,  l.]  It  is  the  duty  of  man  to  forego  his  own 
comforts,  to  shield  from  distress  a  lovely  woman. 

Cun.  Oh,  holy  St.  Bridget!  what  a  pain  was  there!  — 
Oh,  my  poor  head  ! — I  have  caught  my  death  in  this  pre¬ 
cious  forest,  {Eyeing  the  table .]  and  I  dare  say  there  is 
not  a  drop  of  cordial  to  be  had  for  love  or  money. 

Bap.  1  have  a  small  bottle  of  fine  cherry  brandy,  sig¬ 
nora  ;  perhaps  a  drop  of  that  might  relieve  you. 

Cun.  Mercy  !  —  Is  there  anything  in  my  appearance  to 
indicate  that  I  would  swallow  such  unholy  liquor  ? 

Bap.  Unholy  !  —  I  wish  every  hole  in  my  skin  was  full 
of  it,  for  I  always  find  it  the  best  medicine ;  and  there’s 
nothing  else  to  be  got. 

Cun.  Well,  the  urgency  of  the  case  must  plead  my  ex¬ 
cuse  ;  so  you  may  just  fill  me  a  thimble  full,  and  I  will 
try  to  get  it  down. 

Bap.  [ Filliny  the  y lass,  and  handiny  it  to  her.']  That’s 
right,  signora ;  grapple  with  the  spirit,  and  you  will  be 
sure  to  conquer  it ! 

Cun.  {Drinking.]  Really,  it  is  not  so  bad  as  I  expected. 

Bap.  You  had  better  have  t’other  glass.  {Handing  it  to 
her.]  Come,  come,  signora,  drink  !— The  psalm  says,  ’tis 

“  A  balm  for  ev’ry  wound, — 

A  cordial  for  our  fears.” 

Cun.  Well,  if  you  think  so—  {Drinking.]  Oh,  dear! 
my  poor  head  is  shattered  into  a  thousand  pieces  ! 

Bap.  A  little  rest  will  restore  you ;  there  is  a  bed  ready. 

Cun.  The  Virgin  be  praised  ! 

Bap.  Wife,  light  this  lady  to  her  chamber.  [To  Cune- 
gonde.]  Would  you  like  to  take  another  glass,  madam  ? 

Cun.  {Going. ]  St.  Bridget  forbid  !  {Returning .]  Yet, 
in  case  I  should  be  taken  ill  in  the  night,  you  may  as  well 
give  me  the  bottle,  to  place  by  my  bedside.  The  saints 
preserve  you  all,  and  give  you  a  good  night’s  rest ! 

c 
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r Music.— Exeunt  Marguerette  and  Cunegonde up  the 
stairs— the  others  all  sit  to  supper  at  the  table ,  l., 
and  Marguerette  returns. 

Bap.  Wife,  bring  me  the  bottle  which  is  sealed  with 


yellow  wax. 

Mar.  [ Hesitating .]  With  yellow  ? 

Ban  Yes  ;  you  understand  me  ?  —  Bring  it,  and  m- 
stantC  j  [SAe  reluctantly  gives  it  to  him. 

Mar.  [Apart  to  Raymond ,  passing  him ,  l.]  Do  not 

drink !  .  ,  .  ,  „ 

Bap.  [To  Raymond.']  Come,  signor,  here  is  some  cham¬ 
pagne  which  I  have  had  by  me  many  years  ;  I  never  bring 
it  out  but  upon  extraordinary  occasions  ;  and  as  your 
supper  is  coarse,  this  may  help  to  give  it  a  relish.  [Music. 
_ He  pours  out  wine  —  Agnes  drinks,  but  Raymond,  un¬ 
seen,  throws  his  upon  the  ground.]  Is  it  not  most  excel¬ 
lent,  signor  ?  .  ,  .  ,  T 

Ray.  It  is,  indeed.  Champagne  is  a  wine  to  which  1 

am  extremely  partial. 

Bap.  And  1  assure  you,  this  has  some  very  extraordi¬ 
nary  virtues.  [To  Agnes,]  I  hope,  madam,  that  you  ap¬ 


prove  of  it. 

Agnes.  [Drowsily.]  It  is  excellent,  yet  rather  power- 
fup  [She  falls  asleep. 

Bap.  I  think  it  the  better  for  that,  madam.  [To  Ray¬ 
mond.]  Have  you  travelled  far,  signor  ? 

Ray.  From  a  league  on  the  other  side  Madrid. 

[Marguerette,  unperceived  by  the  banditti,  motions 
Raymond  to  affect  to  sleep,  which  he  does. 


Bap.  ’Tis  well :  the  wine  has  taken  effect. 

Rob.  [Rising.]  I  will  dispatch  him,  then. 

Bap.  No  ;  leave  me  to  deal  with  the  sleepers  ;  they  are 
sure  work,  and  unable  to  make  resistance.  You,  with 
Jaques  and  Claude,  hasten  into  the  forest,  and  endeavour 
to  overpower  the  servants  of  the  lady,  who  are  with  the 
carriage  ;  lest  they  should  come  in  the  morning,  and  ask 
questions  we  should  not  like  to  answer. 

Rob.  Be  it  so.  Come,  lads. 

[Music. — Exeunt  Robert,  Jaques,  and  Claude,  r.d.f. 

Mar.  [Shaking  Raymond,  l.]  Now  1 

[Baptista  draws  his  dagger,  and  crosses  quickly  to 
Agnes,  and  as  he  is  about  to  strike,  Raymond  starts 
up,  and  arrests  his  arm — they  struggle — the  dagger 
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drops-Marguerette  hastily  snatches  it  up,  stabs 
Baptista,  and  he  falls. 

Mar.  [. Dropping  on  her  knees. ]  AH  gracious  Powers  ! 

pronounce  mv  pardon  ' _ THp  „;ii  •  &rdC10us  1  owers  ! 

Would  ho  Pol  r  11  i-  Vl  ain  sleeps  in  death! — 

ristna  1  Le^f  ^  ^  5y  ^  °ther  hand  !  O  RaV mond , 

Ray  '  v?  “y  aw^  !  flight  alone  can  save  us. 
reef  E  h°  d  WC  me6t  the  0ther  viilains  in  the  fo- 

leadsTo  frnfd  the  stairs>  is  a  private  way,  which 

taken  d  *  contrary  to  the  one  the  robbers  have 

Mariuerette  ascends  the  stairs ,  and  returns 
with  her  infant,  Theodore,  and  Cunegonde  —  she 
points  out  to  Theodore  the  private  passage  under 
the  stairs,  who  exits,  followed  by  the  others,  Ray¬ 
mond  carrying  Agnes  in  his  arms. 

Re-enter  Robert,  Jaques,  and  Claude,  r.  d.  f. 

thf servants^!0 Everythino  conspires  to  cross  us: 

have  fled  T  t n  SUSPected  ^  they  would  not 

17th  5,  d*  i1  at  leaSt’ father  has  made  sure  work 

with  those  he  had  in  his  power. 

Jaq.  [Seeing  the  body  of  Baptista.l  ’Sdeath  '  what 
have  we  here?  My  father  murdered  ! 

deaAy  pa^  fo/thi"  "  ?  ““*“»«•  shall 

[J SSr**" and  c,aade 

Rob.  [. Descending  the  stairs.]  They  have  all  escaned  - 
et  us  instantly  pursue  them;  they  cannot  be  ?ar  from 
hence.  I  swear  to  follow  them  to  the  end  of  the  world 
and  revenge  the  death  of  my  father  !  d> 

attempt  7“  ““  SWMr  ‘°  reVenge  Ms  death’  or  M1  in  ‘he 
lMthe°bo7yThey  kned'  "mi  Cr°SS  ‘hdT  daHSm  over 
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ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. —  Outside  of  the  Gates  of  Lindenberg  Castle 
a  window  in  the  wall ,  l.  u.  e. 

Music  —  Enter  Raymond,  Theodore,  and  Margue¬ 
rite,  through  the  gates ,  which  are  opened  and  closed 

by  a  servant. 

The  Well,  I  declare,  I  never  was  more  civilly  turned 
out  of' doors  in  all  my  life  !  We  are  like  to  make  a  hope¬ 
ful  iourney  of  it.  The  first  place  we  stop  at,  we  are  near 
having  our  throats  cut ;  and  at  the  second,  ere  we  have 
well  refreshed  ourselves,  we  are  turned  out,  and  the  gates 
barred  against  us,  as  if  they  thought  we  were  going  to  cut 

theirs  ! 

Ray.  Agnes — dear  Agnes  !  farewell !  Come,  Margue- 
rette,  you  shall  accompany  me  to  my  father’s ;  he  will 
take  a  pleasure  in  repaying  the  kindness  you  have  shown 
his  son.  Trust  me,  you  will  not  experience  such  ingrati¬ 
tude  as  we  have  received  from  yonder  lord. 

Mar.  Don  Alphonso,  I  only  wish  a  safe  conveyance  to 
Strasbourg,  where  I  have  relations ;  I  would  not  willingly 
give  you  further  trouble. 

Ray.  That  must  not  be.  Allow  me  to  show  my  grati¬ 
tude,  and,  in  some  measure,  make  recompense  to  you  for 
the  injustice  of  others.  [A  guitar  is  heard  within  the  cas¬ 
tle.]  Hark  !  [A  paper  is  lowered  from  the  window ,  l.u.e.] 
Ha!  that  is  the  window  of  Agnes’  apartment!  [ Taking 
up  the  paper,  and  reading.]  “  Don  Alphonso ,  To-moi- 
row  I  am  to  be  immured  for  life  within  the  walls  of  a 
convent.  My  heart  revolts  at  the  idea  of  taking  the  veil; 
and  I  have  no  other  alternative  but  to  confide  in  your  ho¬ 
nour.  At  one  o'clock  at  midnight  I  will  leave  my  cham~ 
ber,  disguised  as  the  Bleeding  Nun;  which  will  ensure  trie 
certainty  of  my  escape.  If  you  are  sincere,  meet  me  with¬ 
out  the  castle  gates ;  if  not,  leave  me  to  my  fate. — Agnes.” 
Excellent  device  !  Fear  not,  swreet  Agnes  !  1  will  be  punc¬ 
tual  ;  and  should  our  project  be  successful - 

The.  Oh,  dear !  oh,  dear  !— Why,  surely,  sir,  the  Lady 
Agnes  is  not  going  to  have  the  temerity  to  personate  the 
ghost  ?  Holy  St.  Francis  !  even  in  the  short  space  of 
time  they  suffered  us  to  remain  in  the  castle,  1  heard 
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enough  concerning  her  to  make  me  keep  at  a  respectful 
distance. 

Ray.  Take  courage,  Theodore  !  —  My  lovely  spirit  has 
nothing  terrific  about  her  ;  —  and  if  borrowing  the  ghost’s 
robes  will  answer  the  purpose  of  uniting  two  hearts  who 
sincerely  love  each  other,  I  shall  for  ever  bless  the  Bleed¬ 
ing  Nun  of  Lindenberg  !  [Exeunt,  r.  s.  e. 

SCENE  II.  A  Wood — Niyht — Whistling  heard  without. 

Enter  Robert,  l.,  and  Jaques  and  Claude,  r. 

Rob.  Who  goes  there  ? 

Jaq.  Robert  ? 

Rob.  The  same.  Where  is  Claude  ? 

Jaq.  He  is  here. 

Rob.  Have  you  been  successful  ? 

Jaq.  1  have  not  discovered  the  least  trace  of  them. 

Claude.  Nor  1  ; — they  are  doubtless  arrived  ere  now  at 
the  castle  of  Lindenberg.  ’Tis  my  advice  that  we  in¬ 
stantly  proceed  thither,  and  endeavour  to  way-lay  the  ca¬ 
valier  who  has  played  us  this  scurvy  trick. 

Rob.  It  shall  be  so.  We  will  each  of  us  take  a  different 
road  to  the  cavern  ;  there  we  will  repose  for  the  night, 
and  in  the  morning  early  hasten  to  the  castle,  where&we 
will  watch  for  the  murderer  of  my  father. 

Jaq.  We  have  sworn  his  destruction  ;  nor  shall  Mar- 
guerette,  or  her  child,  escape  our  vengeance. 

Rob.  Hence,  then ;  here  we  separate.  To  the  cavern  ! 
This  night  our  revenge  shall  sleep.  [Exeunt,  r.  and  l. 

SCENE  III.  Outside  the  Gates  of  Lindenberg  Castle 
as  before. — Midnight. 

Enter  Raymond  and  Theodore,  r. 

Ray.  Come,  Theodore,  let  us  have  no  cowardly  fears 
now  ; — wait  at  a  little  distance,  and  when  Agnes  comes 
forth,  we  will  join  you.  Away  !  remain  alone,  and  be  silent. 

The.  I  must  perforce  ;  yet  I  would  give  one  of  my  eyes 
for  a  companion  to  speak  to,  if  it  were  only  old  Cune- 
gonde,  who,  I  dare  say,  is  fast  asleep  in  her  warm,  com¬ 
fortable  bed,  and  not  even  dreaming  how  we  are  em¬ 
ployed.  [Exit,  l.  1  he  castle  bell  strikes  one. 

Ray.  Hark  ! 

c  3 
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_  ,  the  Br  eeding  Nun  through  the  gates-she  crosses 
U  eT and  exits ,  k.— Raymond  follows  her  in  ecstasy . 

Re-enter  Theodore,  l. 

The  I  eannot  abide  to  be  alone  in  the  dark  at  this  time 
nf  nieht  •  my  apprehensions  are  worse  than  reality. 

Oh  dtV,  wherecan  my  master  and  ‘"e  ^dy  Agnes  be  ? 
Which  way  can  they  have  gone  .  How  [Going,  R. 

Enter  Agnes  from  the  castle ,  dressed  as  the  Bleeding  Nun . 
The.  [. Falling  on  his  knees,  c.]  Holy  St.  Mlc^’  ^ 

serve  me! -Yonder  comes  the  real  ghost!  — Oh!  what 
would  I  sive  to  be  safe  at  home,  and  in  a  whole  skm  ! 

Agnes*  [.Crossing  to  l.]  Ha  !  a  man  !— It  is  Alpnonso  s 
servant-  Speak,  Theodore  ;  where  is  your  master 

The.  [Groaning.]  Oh!  oh!— From  goblins  and  spec- 

UeAgnelr  ^Ifpro^Mng^]  Theodore,  look  up :  it  is 

be  praised  ■  It  is  the 
Lady  Agnes,  sure  enough,  and  pure  flesh  and  blood,  in- 
stead  of  a  withered  skeleton  1 

Agnes.  Where  is  Don  Alphonso  ? 

The.  Why,  has  not  your  ladyship  seen  him  .  I  left  him 

but  a  few  minutes  since  waiting  for  you. 

Agnes.  Accident  prevented  me  leaving  my  chamber  .o 
soon  as  I  intended  ;  but  surely  he  waited  not  so  long,  as 

to  be  out  of  patience  ?  .  ,  ,  , 

The.  My  life  upon  it,  madam,  he  is  close  at  hand. 
Agnes.  This  tardiness,  at  a  moment  when  he  knew  my 
liberty  was  at  stake,  betrays  an  indifference  to  my  fate  that 

I  expected  not.  f 

The.  I  will  lead  you  to  him  instantly ;— you  may  tiust 

yourself  with  me  without  fear,  my  lady. 

Agnes.  I  have  no  other  resource.  [Aside,  going. ]  Alas  . 
how  has  my  imprudence  involved  me  I  [Exeunt,  R. 

SCENE  IV. — A  Front  Wood. 

Music.  —  Enter  the  Bleeding  Nun,  l.,  Raymond  still 
following,  and  endeavouring  to  approach  her— at  each 
advance,  the  Nun  presents  a  dagger  to  him — they  fnally 
cross ,  and,  exeunt  R. 
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SCENE  V.  A  Cut  and  Bad  Wood — a  mound ,  c. 

Ln/er  the  Bleeding  Ndn  and  Raymond  throuyh  the 
wood,  R.  u.  e.  Raymond,  still  supposing  her  to  be 
Agues,  follows  her  till  she  gets  on  the  mound,  c.  — as 
he  approaches  to  embrace  her,  she  vanishes,  and  a  trans- 
pa)  ency  rises  on  the  mound  with  the  following  inscrip¬ 
tion  : — 

Protect  the  Child  of  the  Murdered  Agnes!” 

Ray.  \  e  powers  of  mercy  !  —  Yes,  I  swear  to  obey  the 
injunction  !  My  Agnes,  then,  is  the  hapless  orphan  ! — 
Alas  !  to  what  distress  may  not  my  absence  at  this  mo¬ 
ment  expose  her  ?  Beatified  spirit !  hear  me  renew  the 
solemn  vow  to  protect  thy  lovely  child— the  injured  Agnes  ; 
and  may  I  be  happy  or  wretched  as  I  keep  my  oath ! 

[Music. — Exit,  l. 

SCENE  VI. — A  Mountain  Pass — a  Cavern ,  r.  u.  e. 

Jaques  and  Claude  discovered  watching. 

Enter  Robert,  l.  u.  e. 

Rob.  [Looking  off,  l.]  Hasten  and  conceal  yourselves. 
Yonder  are  two  passengers  descending  into  the  vale; — 
climb  the  trees,  and  when  they  are  within  reach,  drop  and 
secure  them.  Quick  !  quick  ! 

[They  ascend  the  trees,  r.  and  l.  u.  e. 

Enter  Theodore,  l.,  leading  Agnes. 

The.  Nay,  madam,  cheer  up;  why  so  dejected?  We 
shall  soon  reach  the  castle  of  Don  Felix,  my  master's  fa¬ 
ther.  Then  do  not,  lady,  thus  despair. 

Agnes.  Oh  !  I  am  sick  at  heart !  The  absence  of  Don 
Raymond  fills  my  mind  with  a  thousand  doubts  and  appre¬ 
hensions.  Alas  !  why  did  he  conceal  his  name  and  rank  ? 
Had  he  avowed  them  to  my  uncle,  I  need  not  now  have 
been  a  wanderer. 

The.  It  was  by  the  command  of  his  father,  lady,  that 
he  concealed  it ;  and  I  shall  incur  his  displeasure  for  break¬ 
ing  through  his  strict  behests.  But  I  could  not  bear  to 
hear  you  doubt  my  master’s  honour;  and  I  knew  when 
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vou  heard  the  name  of  Raymond,  all  your  doubts  must 
cease  Dishonour  was  never  yet  coupled  with  that  name. 

Agnes.  Most  true  ;  yet  still  his  continued  absence  fills 
my  mind  with  serious  alarm. 

[ The  Robbers  cautiously  descend  from,  the  trees. 

Rob.  [Apart  to  J agues  and  Claude. ]  Steady,  boys  ! 
steady !  Here  are  a  couple  of  our  runaways  ;  they  shall 
not  now  escape  us. 

The.  Come,  madam  ; — when  we  have  passed  yonder 
thicket,  we  shall  see  before  us  the  spires  of  Madrid. 

Rob.  [Crossing  to  them.']  Stand  I 

Agnes.  [Starting .]  Ha  !  robbers  1  Alas  1  for  what  am 
X  reserved ? 

Rob.  Lady,  you  may  haply  recollect  us  :  we  know  our 
obligations  to  you,  and  doubt  not  but  we  will  repay  them. 

The.  We  know  likewise  your  kind  intentions  towards 
us  ;  and  therefore  do  not  suppose  you  the  least  in  our 
debt. 

Rob.  Silence,  fool ! — You  are  now  within  our  power :  it 
you  again  escape,  it  shall  be  our  own  fault.  [To  J  agues 
and  Claude.]  Drag  them  to  the  cave ! 

The.  [ Drawing  his  sword.]  The  first  that  approaches 
this  lady  shall  make  his  way  through  my  body  1  So,  if 
ye  are  cowards  enough  to  assail  one  man,  come  on,  all  ot 
ye  at  once  ! 

Rob.  No  ;  I  alone  will  oppose  you.  Perhaps  ’twas  your 
hand  that  plunged  the  dagger  into  the  heart  of  my  father. 
Revenge  will  nerve  mine  in  return  1 

The.  Have  at  you,  then  !  —  Robber  or  devil,  you  shall 
find  that  Theodore  is  not  easily  to  be  conquered. 

[Music.  —  They  encounter — Jaques  and  Claude  drag 
Agnes  into  the  cavern ,  r.  u.  e. — Theodore  and  Ro¬ 
bert  exeunt ,  fighting ,  r. 

Enter  Raymond  and  Marguerette,  l. 

Ray.  It  is  in  vain — no  where  can  I  behold  her  1  —  Ag¬ 
nes  !  dearest  Agnes  1  what  can  be  your  fate  ? 

Mar.  Calm  yourself,  signor  :  the  absence  of  your  ser¬ 
vant  proves  that  he  is  with  her,  and  fear  not  but  Theodore 
will  protect  her. 

Ray.  Alas!  may  she  not  want  other  protection?  Her 
delicate  frame  will  sink  beneath  the  fatigue  of  wandering 
through  the  forest.  Perhaps  she  may - 
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Mar .  Hark  1  I  hear  footsteps  !  Should  it  be  our  ene¬ 
mies - Let  us  instantly  conceal  ourselves  1 

[ They  retire  up ,  l. 

Re-enter  Theodore,  r. 

The.  I  am  quite  spent  and  faint.  I  could  soon  have 
mastered  one  ;  but  when  they  all  set  upon  me,  I  was  fain 
to  take  to  my  heels,  and  no  disgrace  either :  no  man  is 
obliged  to  fight  against  odds. 

Ray.  {Coming  forward.]  Can  it  be?  Theodore,  have 
you  not  seen  the  Lady  Agnes  ? 

The.  What,  my  master  !  St.  Dennis  be  praised  !  Now 
I  fear  them  not,  if  there  are  fifty  of  them.  Follow  me 
instantly,  signor  :  the  three  villains  whom  we  met  at  the 
cottage  in  the  forest  have  just  forced  the  Lady  Agnes  from 
me,  and  confined  her  in  a  cave  not  far  distant. 

Ray.  Ha  !  —  Wait  you  here,  Marguerette  ;  we  will  has¬ 
ten  and  effect  her  rescue,  or  perish  in  the  attempt. 

Mar.  No,  signor  ;  I  will  accompany  you.  I  know  every 
nook  and  turn  in  the  cave,  and  may,  perhaps,  render  you 
some  service. 

The.  This  way,  then— -follow  me  !  [Exeunt,  r.  u.  e. 

SCENE  VII. — The  Interior  of  the  Robber's  Cave. 

Agnes  discovered  chained  to  a  rock,  r.  —  Robert, 
Jaques,  and  Claude,  seated  at  a  table,  c. 

Claude.  Nay,  you  need  not  blame  me ;  it  was  no  fault 
of  mine. 

Jaq.  Of  what  consequence  is  the  fellow’s  escape  ? 

Rob.  The  utmost.  My  revenge  is  never  to  be  gratified. 
He  fought  like  a  devil  1  Had  I  been  no  more  fatigued 
than  you  were,  I  would  have  followed  him  to  the  verge  of 
the  forest,  ere  he  should  have  escaped  me. 

Jaq.  Come,  a  truce  with  reproaches.  Here’s  one  cup 
to  our  better  success  in  future  ! 

Claude.  With  all  my  heart  ;  and,  for  the  present,  let 
us  lay  by  our  arms. 

[They  rise,  place  their  pistols  on  the  table,  and  come 
forward. 

Jaq.  How  shall  we  dispose  of  the  prize  we  have  already 
secured  ? 

Rob.  I  have  thought  of  that.  We  want  a  housekeeper 
to  supply  the  place  of  Marguerette:  she  shall  be  the  wife 
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of  one  of  us— let  her  take  her  choice  ;  and,  if  it  is  not  her 
own  fault,  she  may  be  as  happy  as  an  empress. 

Claude.  Excellent  1  You  hear,  lady,  what  we  have  de¬ 
termined  :  which  of  us  do  you  choose  to  have  for  a  hus- 

Look  at  us;  we  are  three  stout,  well-made  fel¬ 
lows  you  might  make  a  worse  choice,  my  dear,  even  it 

you  had  a  hundred  to  pick  from. 

Rob.  You  see  we  use  no  compulsion.  lake  your 
choice!  Speak  :  for  which  of  us  do  you  decide  ? 

Agnes.  For  neither  !— Death  would  be  more  welcome  ! 

Rob.  This  scorn,  lady,  will  be  of  no  avail.  Recollect 
that  you  are  entirely  in  our  power  :  if  you  refuse  our  love, 
you  may  perhaps  feel  our  vengeance. 

Agnes.  Be  it  so  1  —  I  would  welcome  the  blow  which 
freed  me  from  your  importunities. 

Jaq.  Entreat  her  no  more ;  she  is  in  our  power,  and 
must  yield.  Here  are  dice :  we  will  throw  and  see  who 
is  to  have  her ;  and  let  the  others  quietly  resign  her  to  the 
winner. 

Rob.  It  shall  be  so.  Now  fortune  favour  the  brave  !— 
[They  throw  the  dice.']  The  chance  is  mine  1  [ Unfasten¬ 

ing  Agnes'  chain.]  And  thus  I  take  possession  of  my 
bride  1 

Agnes.  If  you  possess  one  spark  of  humanity,  I  implore 
you  to  restore  me  to  my  friends  ; — believe  me,  you  will  be 
rewarded  even  beyond  your  wishes  ;  and  I  will  pledge  my 
word  that  no  measures  shall  be  taken  to  deprive  you  of 
liberty. 

Rob.  Rely  upon  it,  that  unless  you  can  a  second  time 
elude  our  vigilance,  you  will  never  again  behold  other 
friends  than  those  who  now  stand  before  you.  Recollect, 
you  are  destined  to  be  my  wife. 

Agnes.  Thy  wife  ! — I  will  perish  first ! 

Rob.  I  may  find  a  way  to  lower  your  tone,  my  haughty 
lady.  I  am  absolute  here  ;  therefore,  dread  to  disobey  me. 

Agnes.  Monster  1  I  neither  fear  thy  power  nor  thy 
threats  1  Think’st  thou  that  Agnes  will  ever  join  herself 
with  a  villain  and  a  murderer — a  wretch,  whose  hands  are 
dyed  with  the  blood  of  innocents  ?  No  1  rather  than  con¬ 
sent,  let  me  be  the  next  victim  of  your  cruelty  ! 

Rob.  Be’t  so  1  [Aiming  a  dagger  at  her.]  Take,  then, 
the  reward  of  thy  insolence  ! 

Agnes.  [Screaming  ]  Oh  1 

[She  avoids  the  blow ,  and  kneels. 
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Music.  Enter  Raymond,  Theodore,  Margue 

Z7Yr/lJ7  in  L‘  —  Raymond  atTaSsZ- 

blom  n1kl  f  ™°Trded:  M  Ae  riSeS>  and  ai™  « 

Raym™d>  Marguerette  snatches  a  pistol  from 

hfi,JmL)  and  lllootf  h™— Agnes  rises— Theodore  darts 

{ZT  V  0ntCJaude’  and  overcomes  him—Jaques  is  shot 

and  ZLT  k  Pl!i°l  dr°PPed  6y  Claud^~-  Raymond 
d  Agnes  meet — they  embrace ,  and  kneel  c _ a  loud 

crash  *  heard-the  hack  of  the  cavern  fall,  to  lecel 

ftame“ZZ7'  S'-™0™0  N™.  ■»  a  blue  ethereal 
Tome  invoking  a  blessing  on  them— she  slowly  ascends , 

11  JelSe. thm~theyf°™  «  ^bleau,  end  the  cur- 


disposition  of  the  characters  at  the 

FALL  OF  THE  CURTAIN. 
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Mar.  Theo. 


Robert. 
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